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tinual sound of drums, clarions, and cymbals told them
that they were within a mile of the Nabob's camp. The
battle began at 8 o'clock with a cannonade from both sides.
The heavy guns of the Bengalees were badly Battle of '
served and most of their shots went too high, f^ ®y'
The English artillery did good execution, but 1757.
several hours passed without any advantage being gained.
At noon a heavy shower wetted a good deal of the
enemy's powder, and about the same time the most faith-
ful of the Nabob's generals was killed. Surajah Dowlah
was a miserable coward. He had kept all the while in
his tent out of reach of danger, but he was now over-
mastered by terror, and when one of the conspirators
insidiously recommended a retreat he readily accepted
the advice. Clive had made up his mind to keep up the
cannonade during the day, and attack the Nabob's camp
in the night, and he had gone to take a few minutes'
rest in a hunting-house in the grove. Here he heard
that the enemy were yoking the trains of oxen to the
guns. Hurrying to the front he ordered an immediate
advance. Little resistance was made except where the
forty Frenchmen gallantly covered the retreat. Meer
Jaffier, seeing how the day was going, drew off his
division, and the Nabob, who had suspected him of
treachery all along, mounted a camel and galloped off
at full speed for Moorshedabad. His flight completed
the demoralisation of his troops. They abandoned their
artillery and their baggage and fled in all directions.
The loss on each side was very slight considering how
momentous an issue was decided. Of the beaten army
about 500 fell, while 22 killed and 50 wounded was all
the loss sustained by the English and their sepoys in
gaining a victory which may rank among the decisive
battles of the world.
For nearly three years after Plassey Clive was the

